PREPARATION	33
Grandmother died, and Clare and I went on in care of a house-
keeper and our governess, Miss Johnson. One of the miseries of
existence was violin lessons. I suspect they were Miss Johnson's
idea. A violin teacher came down from Cleveland once a week
and gave lessons to me and another boy, who lived in the village.
I had to practise two hours every day. As soon as I escaped
from home surveillance, I hung up the fiddle and the bow for
ever.	(
School continued to be an abomination. They started me in the
public school in Hudson. I was a big boy—going on ten years old—
but when the teachers examined me for my scholastic attainments,
they unhesitatingly put me in the First Reader. The most vivid
recollection of public school is a fight I had—my first fist fight—with
a schoolmate who taunted me about my backwardness. I came out
a bad second in this encounter, for my enemy kicked me in the
stomach with his knee, knocking the wind completely out of me,
I never forgot it.
I crawled along through the McGuffey's Readers for three or
four years, but hated the Hudson schools so much and cried so
hard to get out of them that Father finally entered me as a day
scholar in Western Reserve Academy. Here I acquired my first
chum, John Findley, who kter became the Congregational minister
at Hudson. By this time I had learned to play tennis and had laid
out a court at Evamere Hall, and John came and lobbed tennis-balls
at me.
The safety bicycle had come in, and of course I had my "wheel,"
too. Even at this time physical endurance was becoming an ideal
with me. My favourite Saturday ride was to Cleveland and back,
twenty-six miles each way—no mean pull, considering the dusty,
rutted roads of that day. Later in my school life I became a dis-
tance runner; and, since I have been adult, the only athletic sport in
which I have engaged, except for a year of crew while in college,
has been wrestling. I am still a good wrestler. When I was thirty,
I was not afraid to meet any wrestler of my weight in the world,
amateur or professional.
Also about this time I had a girl, though for the life of me I can't
remember now who she was or even what she looked like. I had
inherited Father's liking for horses and had learned to handle the

